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Julia 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first Beatles fic. It revolves around the death of John's Mother when he was IT. For anybody who 
isn't aware of what happened his mum Julia was visiting her sister Mimi (who John lived with),and as she was 
leaving she bumped into a friend of John's who asked her where John was. John's mum told him that John was 


at her house. She walked away from the friend and then went to cross the road where she was hit by a car 


being driven by a drunk off duty police officer. She died instantly. 


Her death had a profound effect on John as they were very close. This is a story about how he felt about his 


mum's death. 


All of this story is fictional, it has no basis in reality at all. it has all come from my brain. Any similarity to 
real life is coincidental and not intentional. | mean no harm nor offense in writing this story, and | make no 


profit from it, | just do it for fun. 


The house was very quiet there was only John and Paul in it. They were clearing out John's mum's house 
after her funeralit was very difficult task and John was so glad Paul was by his side to help him. He was 


sitting in his mum's room clearing out her beside draws. John opened the top one and peered inside. Lying at 
the top of draw was a photo of himself and his mum taken about a year ago. John smiled sadly and ran a 
finger over it, they both looked so happy and relaxed there. He would do anything to bring back those times 
and to forget the hell he was now in John could feel a tear sliding down his cheek, he missed her so much it 


was a physical pain. He wasn't sure if he could ever get over this. 


Suddenly the door opened and Paul walked inside. "Hey" he said "| thought you might want this". John could see 
Paul was holding up his mum's old banjo. She had been the one who had taught him to play when he was a boy. 


"You ok?" Paul asked with concern when he noticed John's tear stained cheeks. 
"Yeah" John said wiping away the tears with the back of his hands. "I'm fine". 


"You don't look it " Paul said joining John in sitting on the bed. "What's wrong mate, you can tell me anything. 
You know that". 


Gently he put his arm John and gave his shoulders a reassuring squeeze. Paul could feel John lean against him 
slightly and sigh. John showed Paul the photo of him and his mum. Paul took it from John's grasp and studied 
it. "Your mum was so pretty" he said. Paul had always had a slight crush on John's mum. With her long red 
hair, dark brown eyes and soft lips. Paul had though she was beautiful. 


John narrowed his eyes and curled his lip in disgust."I've told you before, don't call my mum that. It's creepy". 


A look of regret crept across Paul's face, he had always used to tease John with the fact that he fancied 
John's mum.But perhaps now it was inappropriate to make jokes like that. "Im sorry " he said. " | always pulled 


your leg about that, it's habit that's all". 
"ls disgusting is what it is" John said. "My best mate fancying my mum, makes me want to be sick". 


Paul held up his hands a gesture of surrender. "| promise | won't ever say it again" He slapped John on his leg 


to empathise the point. 


John looked down at Paul's hand and quickly removed it. "Good" he said, now will you help me sort this stuff 
out"He began pouring through the stuff in his mum's draws and Paul helped him by taking on the bedroom 
wardrobe. They were silent as they worked, there was nothing very outstanding amongst Julia's possessions A 
few rings and necklaces, plenty of old photos and the usual collection of clothes and shoes you would find a 


woman's room. 


After a good hour of working in silence they decided to take a break, with John going to make them some 
sandwiches and teaPaul lay on the bed and picked up Julia's banjo. Lazily he began strumming at the chords 
and humming a sweet tune. He lost himself in the music and didn't even notice that John had returned to the 


room with a tray in his hands. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" John yelled. 


Paul was taken by surprise he looked up and quickly dropped the banjo.'What's the problem?" he asked. 


John rushed to the bed and snatched the banjo away. "Don't EVER touch this again" he said through gritted 
teeth. 


"Why not?" Paul asked. "It was your mum's she loved playing it". 


"Well she's dead now, so fucking leave it alone you dickhead" John was seething with anger. Seeing somebody 
other than this mother playing her beloved banjo tested his last nerve. He stood at the foot of the bed glaring 
at Paul like a rattle snake that was about to strike. 


"Don't be such a wuss" Paul said. "She'd be over the moon to see it being used" John reached out with a roar, 


he grabbed Paul by the scruff of his shirt and shoved him up against the wardrobe. 
| told you not to touch it" John yelled in Paul's face. don't want anybody playing it". 


"| was playing raunchy, it was your mum's favourite song" Paul said. He was trying with no success to calm 
John down. "lm sorry mate, | won't doing it again" he promised. Paul tried to loosen John's grip on him, but it 
was useless John had a vice like hold. 


"You fucking will be" John said. "Im going to kill you". He drew his arm back and aimed it at Paul's face 
preparing to hit himPaul winced and cowered away from John readying himself for the painful blow. Seeing 
Paul's fear seemed to bring John to his senses. He dropped his arm and looked at Paul in horror. He had been 
about to batter his best friend, what on earth was he thinking. John could feel his body getting hot, he pulled 
at the neck of his t-shirt. He was becoming uncomfortable. Panic over whelmed John and he felt light headed, 
suddenly he felt the need to get of the house fast. He turned away from Paul and ran for the door yanking it 


openHe flew down the stairs and out the front door, looking around in fear for somewhere to run to. 


John could hear Paul calling his name and heard his footsteps behind himHe ran as fast as he could to lose 
Paul, and where he was sure he was no longer being followed he slowed to a walkJohn walked to the local park 
and sat down on the floor opposite the swings. He stared into space feeling shame at what he was becoming. 
Paul was his rock, ever since they had met John knew Paul was his musical soul mate. Very quickly they had 
become best friends, it was like they were telepathic with each other. They didn't even need to speak to 
understand exactly what the other was thinking. Of course George, Pete and Stuart were all great friends to 
him and John loved them all very much. But there was something special between him and Paul, something 
that could never be broken. 


As if being summoned by John's thoughts Paul appeared at his side and sat down next to him.'How did you 


know where to find me?" John asked without even looking at Paul. 


"Easy" Paul said. "You and me think the same, | knew exactly where I'd find you". He was telling the truth, Paul 
knew John would come to his place. It was their secret hideaway for when the world got too shitty for them. 


"I'm glad you're here" John said turning to face Paul.'!'m sorry about before. | don't know what came over me". 


John wouldn't blame Paul if he didn't want to know him anymore. It would be just what he deserved. 

‘It's forgotten" Paul said." | understand your pain, when my mum died | was angry at the world for ages" Paul 
still missed his mum even though she died three years ago.He wanted to tell John time helped heal the pain. 
But he wasn't sure it did. 

"| don't deserve a mate like you" John said. 

"Yeah you do" Paul told him. "You're a good bloke no matter what you tell yourself". 

Tears rolled down John's cheeks again, Paul handed him a tissue. "Cheers" John said. 

"| miss her too you know" Paul said looking down. He had really liked Julia, she was a good woman. She let them 
rehearse at her house because John's Aunt Mimi wouldn't have them at her place. She was kind, funny, 
understanding and of course very beautiful 

"| miss her so much" John sobbed into his tissue. "We were just getting to know each other again". 


"| know. l'm sorry" Paul said kindly. 


"lll never see her again" John said, he was now crying uncontrollably. Paul pulled him into a tight hug. "She's 


gone forever". 


"She has" Paul said. "But she'll always be in your heart" That was what his dad said to him when his mum died. 
It did help him feel a little better for a short while. 


"You shouldn't hang around me" John stated. "l'm cursed". 
"What?" Paul said. 
"First Uncle George and now Mum" John said. "Anybody | love and get close to dies, get out while you still can". 


Paul shook his head "You won't get rid of me that easily, | aint going anywhere". He loved John and the rest of 


the band far too much to leave them. 
John half smiled "you're a fucking idiot" he said. 
"That's me" Paul joked" Brothers for life". He clapped his hand into John's who held onto it tightly. 


"Brothers for life" John agreed. They knew life was going to be hard, they would have their up's and down's. 
But no matter what happened they would always love and be there for each other. 


